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d  Mem’ry  brings  the  light 

^jrautHindoM. 

The  •■mle*.  thejewe. 


TheepSitt^  . 
And 

So  the  iweei  lark,  high 
Shuts  close  his  pintoi 
If  chance  his  mate's  shr 
And  drops  at  onto  ilfct 
Tlie  noblest  captamgu 
Might  envy  WilliHp 

O  Susan,  Susan, 

My  vows  shall 
Let  me  kiss  off  that  faith 


fa 

on  dm  yard, 

•WWamU 

...  £ 

"Me  l»*> 

below ; 

ype?  syisa 

ois’d  in  aii, 
to  his  tiro  art, 

b§lM*>  *•*•«» 

m  n«». 

>  Briti*J»  Hoot, 


-  «"**«*«g  u;hi  ^  ,*-  ■ 

"  e  only  part  to  meet  again. 

Change  as  ve  list,  ye  winds,  inv  heart  shall  l«» 

I  he  faithful  compass  that  still  points  to  thee 
lieli&e  not  what  the  landsmen  sav 

u!  teM,rtLl0  rtt>Mh‘  t*»y  constant  mind ; 
They  |l  tell  thee,  sailors,  when  away 
In  ev’rv-  port  a  mistress  find ; 

J  es,  yes,  believe  tliem  when  they  tell  thee  so, 
r  or  thou  art  present  wheresoe’er  !  go. 

If  to  fair  India's  coast  we  sail 

SJ5§?  are  seen  in  diamonds  biiglit 
Thy  Breath  is  A  frit's  spicy  gale 
_  Thy  skin  is  ivory  so  wliite  ; 
i?"*  •f  ’ryBeaUteeus  object  that  I  :> 

Wakes  in  niy  son*  some  charm  of  lovely  Sue. 

**^y^!fJpia.frow  thy  aims, 

Th«f  «l^a0^r,?ar,  y*t  “Te  fro“'  l‘»'ms, 
Williaip  abaH  to  his  dear  reiui  n 
Love  turns  aside  the  balls  that  inund  me  fly 
I^est  precious  tears  should  drop  from  Susan  s 

The  bc^ain  gave  the  dreadlul  word, 
Tht-w^il^ their  hefting  bosoms  spread :  1 

N^l°?gw  must  she  stay  on  board ;  I 

„  -kMS*df  she  sigh’d,  he  hung  his  head. 
Her  less  mug  boat  unwilling  rows  to  land. 
Adieu,  she  cried,  and  wav’d  her  lily  hand. 

Castilian  Maid. 

p  -•  <*$•  .’if  •  - 

^kHl  remember  the  time  in  I<*  Manchnt* 
\r  7-  preenshailes. 

When  our  moments  so  blissfully  flew : 

When  you  call’d  me.  the  flower  of  Castilian 

maids. 

And  I  blnsW  to  be  call'd  So  by  you. 

WhCU  iJSEr  >%&U  10  warKie  Se- 

And  to  dance  to  the  liglif  castonet  5 

ST*!  vl  y®ul,hi  ,et}  Od  roam  where  yon 
ibe  delight  of  those  moments  forget,  (will, 

They  teH  me  yon  lorersfrom  Erin’s  green  Is}$  ' 
tA-et j  bo»  a  new  passion  can  fecLismiie,  7  . 
And  that  soon  in  the  light  of  ■  - 

1 00  U  forget  the  poormsfat  Of  Castile.  ~ 

But  they  know  not  how  brare  in  the  battle 
you  arc. 

Or  duy  acre*  could  think  you  would  rova, 


„  i  nns  in  th4atilly  n.8„., 

Ere  Slumber’s  chain  has  hound 
Sad  Alcm’ry  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me. 

When  I  remember  all 
Thfr  friends  so  link’d  together. 
I've  seen  around  me  fall. 
Like  leaves  in  wintry  weather: 
I  feel  like  one 
W  ho  treads  alone 
Some  banquet  hall  deserted. 
Whose  lights  are  fled. 
Whose  garlands  dead. 
And  all,  but  he  departed ! 

T  hus  in  the  stilly  night. 

Ere  SI ntnher’s  chain  has  bound 
Sad  Mein’ry  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me. 


Oh,  Come  to  me  wh«n  He 
light  Sets. 

OH,  come  to  me  when  day-lightsets. 

Sweet !  then  come  to  me! 

When  smoothly  go  our  gondolets  ^  ^ 
«r?  erl!?f  “wxwljflhtma.  “  ‘  "  l  "  t;. 

When  Mirth’s  awake  and  Love  begins, 
dieneatlithirt  glancing  rsty, 

Wuh  sound  of  lutes  and  mandolins 
To  steal  young  hearts  away. 

Oh,  come  to  me  when  day-light  set 
^w®et  1*  then  come  to  me ;  <1* 

When  smoothly  ge  oqr  gondolets 
MM  the  moon -light  sea. 

Oh,  then’s  the  hour  for  those  who  lrive 
^we6t  |  like  thee  and  me ! 

When  art’s  so  calm  below,  above, 
wi  leav/n  an(l  °’er  the  sea. 

When  maidens  sing  sweet  baracoM#.  * 
And  Ecbosfcgs  again,  "  Xi  "  '. 
Sogtw^J,  that  fUI  udth  ears  and  souls 
Should  love  and  listen  then. 

So  come  to  me,  &c. 


•wells  my  sad  heart,  &  fast  nw  t 
ink  not  of  coldness  they  fall  to  ac 
you,  ( 

Did  l  ever  upbraid  you?  oh!  no,  my  h 


! 


banish 


ik  hoar  they 


souCJ  get  a—iiiWlaWt 

But  what  with  frettHi^rkMIi 
ting— IcwiS  help  gi 
old  friends  tearing;,* 


f»jKlow'---and  ‘ 
my  genteel  ideas 


wraths 

New  houses  unflniah’ J  '  ltBi 


l**W 


KjKaMjhft'*  -'rfs 

Now  do  not  dear  Hal, 


traying,  isi  -  '  (lo*s,  no  1 

Do  you  thwkl.«|»peet,yo«T  nht  du>,  sny 
believe  yon  too  kind  fir  .■.oaa--imtaH)Ht  to 
grieve  sato  .  « 

Or  plant  in  a  heart  which  adores  you  shell 
Yet  should  yen  dishonour  ssy  truth,  and  de¬ 
ceive  me,  ,  .•  iHove,  no! 

Should  I  e’er  cease  to  lore  you  t  op  no,  my 


Copyersatiofi  between  the  Mo- 
aftd  Si  Paul’s. 

w  AT«  one  night,  when  the  moon  shone 

j^i  ..^ipyKthe:  wind:  blew  in  gusty 

fMtiUft  cflnwkto^Ph,  w  confoMtriop/twfel 

the  Monument  and  St,  Paul’s. 

Monument’s  voice— wss<smah  A  choice, 
and  rather  weak  than  strong  4  , 

BtitaMor  St.  Paul»»i-it  shook  the  very  walls, 
and  sounded  libs  a  Chinese  gong. 

J'--»  The  ahxni  s!kh»,A& 


ted  to  hear,  and  it  rtHtljr  If 

The  towels  deserted— -aad.’Hligiserted— 
every  thing  there— -is  out  of 
and  this  1  can  say  for  a  fyct,  » 

The  custom  house  sad— if  noMtollypMfcfe 

certainly  was  alUttellik  craciSL :  .  li 

There’s  poor  old  LoUdoAHridge-’in 

and  don*tknd#!  wbittQ  do,he  h&lcpiite 
lost  all  his  pride  V  •  :’i  rv 

All  day  he  d^ery---*iideeb end  sigh— -on 
account  of  the  new  one  budding’  etose 
to  his  side;  ^ 

*•  * 

ger_  than  I  e*n  HtyWlotl,  j ...  ,;t  asu, _ 

Has  been  tis  known— ths  stepping  -stone—  *to 


ittmitimt'i  I  On 


Wilhflow’n  of  will, 


Tow’rda  boor's 


’tVasneetarted 


And  there's  your  nectar,  splendid  I 


His  glass  sublime 


fj11  up  withsands  unsightly. 
When  irinebe-knerr 
Runs  brisker  throng 
And  sparklra  far  n»w»  UHgj^y 
Oh,  lend  it  up. 

And,  smiling  thus. 

The  glass  in  tyo  werd  sever. 
Make  pleasure  gU4* 

In  double  tide. 

And  fill  both  ends  for  ever! 
Then,  wreath  the  bowl,  &e. 


Moulines.— Maria, 

jf  I^WAS  near  a  thicket’s  calm  retreat, 
MJL.  JH*  »  popisf  tree, 

Mafia  chose  her  wretched  seal 
To  mourn  her  sorrows  free. 

Her  lovely  fbrm  was  sweet  to  view 

And  wept  her  cares  away. 

The  brook  flowfl  gently  at  her  feet 
_ In  murmurs  smooth  along; 

Her  pipe,  which  once  she  tpnfd  mopt  sweet 
now  forgot  its  song. 


Those  toys  which  once  she  us’d  to  prl 
BntlOTO  has  robb’d  her  rest.  -A  *  ■ 

Poor,  hapless  maid  1  who  can  behold 
Thy  sorrows  so  severe, 

4»d  hear  my  lovelorn  story  told 
Whhont  availing  te«;7 

fmtlilrng  aiihH  iig«t  ■ 


ifddear 

intment 


imsi 


ra; 

le 

she  f 

iter 

bi 

east: 

LJ  ’■  ,  .  J 

ET^Cyi 

‘t/vitoM*  :  K 

[  \  * 

w£w»U  thewaMo  church  thepipei 
'  iMiii'aai'iiniw  /«,. 

■Mm  stcfrtfy  Pat, 

And  merry  IdorgenMurthy,  Q.  ; 

:  ^MuidodcJdflggs,  v  - 

Aud^riw^SI^-to ,  .  .* 


He’ll  nevei 


1  ‘  Motorists  hi*  wearied  feet, 

“i2S,t2g2£r”' 


to  him  the, 


again 

he  left  his  father's  home, 
dauaeof  War  totry, 
^ktpayet  untwdtoroam. 
hand  er  brother  nigh. 


Stfiek  upiiat  ee  gaily,  <Q;  <  v  »  a 

When  fit*  was  asked  ,j  :  /  • ' ' 
Wouldhls  loyelast  T 

You  may  &y  dkt,  v  ‘  • 

To  the  end  of  tpe  World  and  after;  O  ' 

Then  tehdeHy^TLntf^grip^ 

And  kisses  hergeotedy*Q,  ,  / 

White  •n.mn&m.lbe merry  piped 

Struck  up  aldt  so  gaily,  ©. 

Wwrh’rAiWli  ;-!,v  ’ 

At  dinner  are  ujhtl  ’ 

*sSrr 

To^^®^^^^.ndwent  sWipee 


»  nerer  m 


’shand. 


Mam. 

I W  |  “F' 


tne  not  ms  Name. 

WupiMj  ht  H  steep  in 


•atf  iitai  -L,‘-1 '  --~ 

IRtoPPf* 


i  w 

4 

P* 

Wk 

& 

2t& 

And  t  blight  $old  nog 


die  bore;  1  ' 

"  Lady!  dost  thou  not  fear  to  stray, 

"  So  loqe  and  lovely,  through  this  bleak  way 
**  AreEnn’ssoos  so  good  or  so  cold. 

Moo*  *•  bo  tempted  by  woman  or  gold  7” 

“Sir  Knight!  I  feel  not  the  feast  alarm ; 

"  Nona  of  Erin  will  offer  tnebwm: 

^sstf&iscsftgK 

On  dm  went,  and  her  maiden  amile 
In  safety  lighted  her  round  the  Green  Idea 
And  bias’d  for  ever  inahe  who  relied 
Upon  Erin’s  honour,  and  Erin  's  pride. 


And  leads  'jne  o’er  iaWns  to  her  -hoMl  i 
Yellow  sheara,  from  rich  Ceres,  helcMn 
had  crown’d,  -  t %d  v  \ 

Green  rushes  were  str ear’d' on  the  doofi 
Her  casement  sweet  woodbines  creptwanil 
round,  v-rf 

And  deck’d  the  sod  seat*. Ot  her  ddcfr,.  } 

We  sat  oursehra  down  loa  'cbdRne.  rlsfitM, 
Fresh  fruits,  and  die  cull’d  mb  the'watj’ 
While  thrownfrom  my  guard,  frymim^l 
ces  she  cast. 

Love  slily  stole  ioto  ndy  htetetit  .«i 

1  *®“  my  whM, 

(Ye  virgins!  her  voice  was dwnwt), 

'TAMnwe 

Her  air  was  so  uttdest,  her 
So  simple,  yfct  SwdiSt'were  het  chaVms  * ' 


Tak’your  auld  Cloak  about  ye, 

¥N  winter  when  the  tan  rain’d  canid, 

Jt  And  frost  and  snaw  on  ilka  bill. 

And  Boreas,  with  bisblastssae  bauld. 

Was  lhreat*aiiK  a*  our  ky  to  lull  ; 

Then  Bell  mywile,whs  loves  no  strife. 

She  said  to  me  right  hutil£, -J.  ' 

My  Cromyis  a  uaeftd  eow,  < 

And  she  is  emneof  a  good  kyne; 

Aft  has  she  wet  the  baira’s  moil’. 

And  I’m  lahh  that  she  should  t  jme  j 

G«*  UP»  S00tb»«»,  H  is.fon  time. 

The  son  shina  in  tife  lift  fon  hie  ; 

Sloth  never  made  s  gracions  end. 

Go  tak’  your  auld  cloak  about  ye/  > 

M£.r.loak. wa*  aB“  *U«>«dfiny  cloak,  ‘  1! f 
Wboi  it  was  fitting  for  my  wear; 

Butaow  ’tis  scantly  wtoith  a  groat,  t  .  ’/ 
For  I  have  woraiH  tide  thirty  rears  i 


e  worn’t  tMs  thirty  year; 
the  gear  that  we  have  won, 
km  the  day  we’ll  die;  . 
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i'u 
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B  tJTi  i 
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•  wFm  «TTlhI  flk 

frTTliT 
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Since  w 

an 

And  w*  bat*  bad 

Ofl 
Now  t 

s» 

%  .  \M 


But  this  delighMrsa  stitta 
A*  it  b%a»|>oliw>u) 
I  found  the  easketiiled^ 
"■  And  all  my  treasure 


Our  fathertol 


<VriadJed  to— what  (ball  I 

^  fculf  begotten-— ™nJ 
honour*  tb*t  once  shone  i* 


Who  sully  tl 
fame* 


Ere  coffee  or  tea  or 

fTL _ *  *  •  W 


Listen  to  the  Voice  of  Love* 

listen  to  the  voi<*  of  lore,  ? 


of*  -  -Iwnld— but  good 


To  softer 


‘By  the  aiAik—.| 

r’iAorewe  near 
*oboM  thereof. 


Mary  of  the  Dale. 


If  ■*#***<  r 


Iwbtaa  lit.) 


happy  he  muA«wNdrbe 
Witti  Mary  of  the  diJe. 


But  ’lisdftnej  aH  WM'k'ftWtMl**; 
But  the  thoughts  we  cannot  bridle, 


hoot  A. 
ilm  odW 


itirot  1o  d>*jtnA  'i.'iiJiiujtv  9fh  i*4nttwd& 


Now  RoryitaMfcdff,httrtV«Ml 

j  The*  ^^ttS*herj  M*.* 
For  ther-s  lack  iirditdtfiUif 

rsa-isSra 

O  Rory,  .he  crii^bMi  »« 
Sint^aheflrtt  mwMtmi' yta 
.  Botheration,  crioH  *to»y  idttiUe 

!  Surf  yon  conn  bomUlMfttitr 

, Then  Rory  [tiwnWeirnsraarf 
IwiU.faiih,  <ayi%no%  *U4 
aodbeg  y*l  iiWlMM 


You've  threatened  my  heart  f..»  thle  manjr  a  day, 
Alt  it*  glad  that  I  am  and  why*  not  to  be  »urv,  .* 
For  tie  at)  for  giodloei,  hjti  hold  Rory  0*More. 

The  *ro«  d  that  I  mith  o«he  loves  l«||  bihoadrf.  > 
Faith,  my*  Rory,  I’d  rather  hi  <-a  you  than  t  begtflund 
Now  Rory  III  cry  out  M  yoUdeat Ueanrft),  3  *T 
Sure  t‘m  dteamifUWOfhidaktjikahfmilililii^yA  «o. 
Oh,  say>Rory,*heSm»jo  Vm  doltahted  *»MU9'm  T 
For  iiwa^ale^rao^.etnfttW-ierind'death' 
Oh,  jewel,  keep  dreaming  tbataamc  tfll  you  dk,  - 

Si^ti,  all  foe  good  loci,  »*'IUeV4fl*r*’lT 
Amh,  K  athleep,  my  dariiat,  youfrr*  tead<l  «4e  eapd^b 
And  I‘ve  ilwathtd  ,  tor  yoerr  take,  .Bindy  MtoeU, 

tod  Jim  Dnf/,  \  4.  L 


Ud  atfT 
■!w  <nU  w  uaA 
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